Henri hurried away and Beghin, revolver raised,, started
to walk slowly along the leads towards the gap. A small
cloud obscured the xnoon for a second or two, and I lost
sight of him. A second later there vps the flash of a torch3
and a moment after two shots crashed out in quick suc-
cession. The flashes came from the comer by the gap. As
the echo of the shots died away, I heard Beghin calling to
Henri not to go any farther.

Unable to resist the temptation any longer, I followed.
As I reached the corner I nearly bumped into Beghin,
who was peering cautiously into the pitch-black shaft
between the walls.

'Did you see him?' I whispered.

4No. He saw us. You'd better get back, Vadassy.3

Td rather stay here, if you don't mind.*

Then don't grumble if you get shot. He's on a fire-
escape about twenty metres along the wall round this
corner. It's the back wall of a warehouse in the street
running parallel to the one we came along. Henri, you
get back, and tell them in the street to get some men on
to that warehouse. If the watchman is still asleep, tell
them to break in. I want them to take him from the rear.
And tell them to be quick about it.'

Henri crept away. We waited in silence. In the distance
there were the sounds of a train shunting and of cars
on the boulevard. Near at hand it was deadly quiet.

'Supposing he slips away before ...' I began at last.

He gripped my arm. 'Shut up and listen!'

I listened. At first I could hear nothing, then, a very
faint grating noise came to my ears. It was an old sound,
hollow and metallic. Beghin drew in his breath sharply.
I saw him edge forward to the comer of the brickwork,
I bent down and moved forward until I could just see
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